n cs N 


6 


—— — 4 


A Sou from that Mus1cAL MasQVs. ( 


THE wanton god, who pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewell, lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
If I'm ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy'd ; 

Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are frea 

To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe ; 
I love them much, but more my eaſc ; 
No jealous fears my love moleſt, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reit. 


Why ſhould they efer give me pain, 
| Who to give me joy diſdain ? 2 7 
All I hope of mortal man 
ls to love me while he can. 7. # 
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